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George Moore’s Uncensored New Book

By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.
Iti-liman 1= lhe

MisNG prropes tlie
A Peter Pan.  He well never grow

up:  He is an aloundinz beart, a eredu-

Jous, maive spirit of bis =0l In the wel
ter of word seriowsness he = the child
spinit, o tragie child spamt at times—com-
pound of faney and Sstivuiis, of hrawlnge
favern mauners ta LRTIONS
martyrdomws. He 1= e antirfwss of th
eoncentrat v, Monoeral Teutorae nund, for

and npul=-s

his attvntion is «cattored, v evel,
Betwoen the Bussan and the 'vishman,
st frst there unt: deeable
pevehie chasms: but they both partake of
the blood and hody of Hamlet and Don
Quixote. The Lrsm und the world are
fused. There 1= a perpetmd marmage be-
In buth, ther

#4110

Wiush,

tween rea'ity and llucon
weaknesses eonstitute their gentos
In Again, Out Again.

Iu the Irishman there 15 no hard and
fa:t line between the external and the -
ternul univers . There 15 indeed o line
st all. To have dresmed of domg a thing
#5 to have done 1. To have done a thing
is of no more nuportsnee than 1o have
dreamedd the doing of . Synge i
great play, The Playisoy of the Western
World, gave us in the bero of thst eom-
.d}' the evolved and i!:\t-i\'ml soul of thae
Trshman, He lies, exvazgerites and fab-
ricates like a tronhadour poet. His im-
aginstion kindles worlds into bemg as
bhe goes along. He hastiiyv eonstruets his
pontoon of facts when Le come- 1o a Tor-
bidden stream snd crosses 1t hghily or
sullenly, ns his digrstion dietates.

Having the strength to disregard fuets
(Shaw’s “sublime disregard of facts,”
sivs James Huneker sboui George Ber-
pard Shaw), he is naturally, inherently
and ineradicably a pazun, a polytheist, a
Jegend nuker, 1 myvth maker, a monumen-
tal and immemorial super-har.  Your resl
bowest to banshee soil Irishman pute fairy
gtories in stones and & soul in evervthing.
He invents sybols, sigms and omens; the
voire of 8 Sphing may be n his pg; the
Delphie oracles speak to him out of a
eurious earven cloud shaped by the cea
winds; the Sviuis and the Norns Jook at
him with eves of fire from his hearth; los
polities 1= a suga; his job a destiny.

That Irishman, George Moore.

Tremendously  human, tantalmngly
Jovable, tlambovantly erratie, the Insh-
man is one of the great mdventures of the
human spirt on the planet. And be needs
the rod of the Church.

The soul of all 1s in eachi. Al of Ire-
land i= in esch true Trishman whole and
andivided. And George Moore 1= of its
very essemee.  He maunders and keens,
brags and gives, dribbles and lies, is legen-
dary and profane, pravs and whistles si-
multancously, is m=ipidly egotistieal and
impulsnvely  gemerous,  [le drinks dus
eocktail while saving graee.

In his confessions, semiwomie records
of his life as intellectual dilettante,
havrick Don Juan and studio transom
lizard, he recalls to us for all the world
Marie Bashkiviseff. In her mirror each
day, each hour., Marie Tollowed the
progress of the physieal disease that was
eunling her up. Moore also coguets with
himself, although his disease i= physical.
He literally swims in mirrors. e ex-
amines his mistache, his wnnkles and his
style each day with the anxiety of an
o’erdune hullet dancer. He hay the sickly
sell-consciousness of a Jeun Jseques
Roussean. THe puts down each event of
the day with the precision and meticalons-
ness of the being who has wotlung to say,
but who knows he will e read for the
splendor of his resonant emptiness,

His effrntery earries our breath away.
When it comes to immortality, he will

have none of the absent treatment. 1le
wilks, whether m Dublin, Londom or
Yaris, in lus bhowemade Valhalls and

wears his Lterary Cruix de Guerre even
on his pajamas.  Posterity iz always
drawn up in serried show before Lis eyes
and their Ecee Homo beats agunst his
ears even throngh the drawn enrtams of a
London taxi, where Le drvams lis lorn
dreams of {air Parissan chambermaid-,

The New Select Book.

But Moore is more truly Irish at lis
worst than Shaw at his best. That dear
old word “pagan” will boh up when we
gel to writing: and the author of 4 Story
Teller's Holiday (hiz latest book, printed
privately and for subseribers anly st §10
a copy fo= the Insh Folk-Lore Socety),
has unquestionably the nose for Aphro
dite.

f‘mrgr_ Moore .-'lilhdl!l'._{ on  Baston
Common would be a delicions wonym. He

- i

the slung of
and the eoppers would panch

the Al ll.ll.;‘i‘:r
f

fur lose

would wse
L
Mavilower.

The =pugan™ to-day =es Nfe from an
L tram, He peeqs belund curtains while
the train rambles on and be makes -
persousl netes about life on the pave-
ment beneath, the seercts of the apart-
nent above and the ran clouds and stars
|-‘.l'rl.| .ill
ple i his tron, does George Moore, and
be revitalizes eaeh one, romanee: about
them, flis off into a magie tesserates of
funcy apropos of & priest, a po'itician or

The subwuy
immaculaie 1} g

He assemble= all sorts of -

a howan being. is stoutly

puritun 0 s S TS
Your “pagan” & la Moore rides on the top

of i bus or on the “L"”

Not for the Matinee Girl

In this florid and diffuse 4 Story Tell
er's Hohday there s much nding m rail-
way earriages, adventures by might in the
roins of the Dublin of the late unpleas-
antness, and a great deal of Journabi=te
tetae and effloreseent mental flub.  The
honk 1= not for the Young Tiing——<he who
=itz wonsder cved and caramwel jawed at
the Waednesduy matinee, her soul eom-
posing sonnets to the heroie legs and
Hamletie eves of the hero of a thousand
and one boudoirs,

In lus leave -Takimg, whieh does for
prefuce to A Story-Teller's Holday (and
Gieorge's leave-takings are his camouflage
for his eternal returns), he says:

“Uourge Moore was never welcome in
Grubb steeet, Tor he wished to write for
pen and women of letters, and this elass

By HARRY ESTY DOUNCE.
C;\I"I', BALYFFE DUGMORE,
who lias written a new tale for
hovs, ix mo wwan zoologist; he 1= nght up
wilh the bist plotographers of wild life;
he is a handy man with either pen or
rush: and outside the Tndian viilages and
the ren] buckwoods in the Big Bush of
the North, they don’t make better woods-
men thun he is. Heis F. R G. S, F. K.
I’ S, and 50 on. He 15 also a veleran
of the Canadian Expeditionary Forve, and
was gassed for lifa—near Ypres, T believe,
That last is a “thing of prvate knowl-
edge,” and mention of it may be very bad
manners, bul whatever any one thinks of
the munners, no one will think the worse
of the Captam.

His dedication orveals the fact that he
has three kiddies of his own, who bossed
the wrniting of Adremtures mm Heaver
Stream l"ump, whach is all ahout Jack and
("liarlic, and how they get shipwrecked on
the wild coast of Newtoundland wnh
nothing but their knives and a fes trout
flies: wnd they build huts, kill hig game,
make Crusoe clothes and growshoes and
things. and tryomphontly subsist through
a plorous vear by virtue of their wood-
rraft.

Naturally, with such supervision. the
book 15 & dead sure ball's eve on the larget
st which it was ammed. It will feteh the
kids all right: they'll eat it up. Some of
their captious elders (none of whase busi-
ness it 1s) will probably pick flaws in it—
for the reason that although Capt, Dug-
more’s beasts and birds and fishies and
plants are imtrodueed with unimpeschahle
fidelity to natare, his boy hemes are rer-
tainly a tallish pair of marvel manipnla-
tors. For whieli the voungsters will like
em all the hetter, and the stuffy old
Daddies and Uneles ean read the hunting
experiences of a Col. Theodore Roosevell.

Puur, hisbhll, nverconsarntions FTown-
up! Youcan't go The Swiss Family Rob-
insom any more. Don’t you wish yon conld ?
3ut hand it to Junior, siat. 9, and don’t
expert him on time for meals tll the end
of his third reading. The prineiple goes
double for Adventures 1n Braver Stream
Camp—not 1o mention Harry Castlemon’s
works, Heniy's, Kirk Munroe’s and the
works of every other worker whose boys
books boys can be eounted on to like.
With one -nprrh exeeption i The Jungle
Bogh=.

Just for the fun of it the writer will
bet lus hat (hats are 8 this fall) that
wlhen those Dagmore kiddies come of the
Jark and Charlie age, no matter how
many Bov Seoul tests they may have
passed by then, their futher will not
maroon them on the Newfoundland cons
with saeh ymplements as Charlie and Juck
onginally had along and leave ‘em 1o pul
in @ year!

Take the matter of bows nnd arrows,

.

Capt. Dugn

e lihirares as rend-
it should be

le there are houks

1= not THeNET iresl .P-I. 1]

ers of honks: Arpnay il

so, but 1t 1= =u: for whs
for astromome -, for <awenti=ts, Tor dovtors,
for lawyers, tor golfers, for enchoters, for
rhiss I“.(_\H'~, tar selitemen, and as for
voung girls i their teens volmmmous hit-
erature awists them everny vear. there are
no books wittien Vor men and women of
Ity private printing
our suthor has van himselt off rom many
readers, but the alternative was for him
to evase writme

All of whiek 1= partly troc and reminds
us of what Huges Rebell, Frooweh wrter,
sud regardine the minsetiias, art gailerns
and bbranes of that tley should
be elosed to the ywople.  There 15 some-
thing in this when one Jooks dolefully at
Ameneca safe

letters oxelusively

the late s<tragpie to make

for prolisbition.

Alec the Smart.

Tn the page= folluwing the preface
Moore wander- 4l over Tecland, literally
and hitorteallv.  Tn the ecourse of his
toragmng: he runs aero-= o half-witted fern
gatherer, one Aloe Trusselhy, who, Like all
halfowitted erentures who hive i the open,
has more to rivenl than was ever found n
our eity man's phlilosaphy. € Jim!

Aler has a private Letelikey to a pnvate
mansion in the Insh shies and he lets
(George in on tiptoe, whore, shoes in hand
g0 as not to disturh Mrs. Grundy, dvzing
mn the porter’s lodpe, they emenge mnto the
Tower of Forlmdden lecends,  Alee has
all of ancient Ireland @ his longue’s end;
he knows all abeat those aneiwrd Trstans

Julin and Charles make these with their

* knives, using tish line tor the bow strings.

Then they twang lavos among the bask-
ing salmon, the prarmgan, the hares, the
earibon herds ; they assassanate o big bluek
bear, by Robin Hood!

I knew a youth, not such a youthful
vouth either now T thank of if, and he was
in the Cansdian forest on a fishing trip
out of the pame season snd devoid of a
shooting 1ron. And the bares snd the
grouse and the sprues pa'tndge displaye.?
the most insuflerabile insolence—eame hup -
piing and quittering nght inte eamp,
thumbing their no== al the eooking pot.
And three wecks steady trout diet had
engendered & hankering fur fresh meal.

And so ths youth fared him forth with
an axe (wlnek Jack ‘n" Charlie hadn't),
and out of the wood of a fine black ash
he made him a six foot bow. He was
cocky about his skill at making things;
he had shot bows und urrows quaite a hif,
and thought he was pumpkins enongh to
hit not ouly the side of a harn, hut a given
knot lele theron.  And he made arrows,
strajght as dies, and feathered them with
the feathers left over from a fox's dinner
and tipped them with sharpened nails.
And then the gunle found him a len
sproce  pa‘tridge ehaperoning  her well
grown hrood ol ehick=.

I hate to go on. Those birds hadn't
the smallest ohyction 1o bemg shot at
with arrows.  When one missed, they
obligingly hopped closer, until the range
was abont two vards or less.  Buck fever
had nothing to do with it When all the
armows were shot away they were retrieved
and shot from the other side and then
bk again.  Light and windage were per-
fect, but direct hits were mol obtained,

The guide wu< a polite pude and a
sobersides withal,  He had never wit-

and Tsaldes, and the bad obd K Markes
who are always laymg the saord hetween
lovers true.

Endless stortes oo that socimd ke Powe-
eiveeio, withoit the sreaties of Tal-
an’s st

Moore luis horrowed, in the dre--ing of

these tules, told Muidly, vividls

Tvsa 1o, 2o the rolden, swalmg rony
N hapianiy *“. v -I.il.'!'-- Rl
£, B vetgea! andd hinsphemons “slecpe s
in these pages, the sentence dropiped fur-
tivelv, v I v, halfundon=cunr=ly, with
en art that copeea’s the snust, b ue
that Frest Renan  exs ¢led pt Henan,
that fat wml dirty Machael of scopriconn
Conoludid by a story that Mo b
wolf el to Alee. Tt 15 a story of the
orizinal trigne e, myvalvisge Labitha B il
Adam. o half the Jescnd noald
make o moslerpiee, bt Ceeorze  wll
Moorend. v, And that the lezend zois nn
where il akes 1 i il e
Mooresin
He moghs bave taken a ol on hoving

this fascinating hook put befare i pih-
lie, for vven the Socioty for the Suppres-
<ton of Spiece, 10 their all vwiw al om-
nipotent literury Prussiunisi, wolld 2o to
1t with zest, and after o losz and pain-
ful sitting would probably adsudpe the
work a “classie”™ by an Irsh pagun who
holds an ail mght beense in lus i-""k-'l
from a power lugher than thenecdvis

A STORY TELLER™S HOLTDAY 113 2
Giorgr Moorr. Boni & Liverioht for the
Irish Folkiore Socicty. For private ciren-

L HJ

litinn,

1ore’s Two Boy Crusoes

l'r"-\-c'l] any nrrh{-r} I’u'!-nra, <0l s 10
teristesl, Along about the sixteenth shot
he exensed lumself and r paired to the
like shore, whence eame back 1l stifled,

snortinge sounds that made 1l taredds

" rather nervous—they were the only thing

that did come buck during o longe, long
hour. At last the gmde returned with
three  primative and  three hirds
bhubbled i the pot that wight. The fire
wius kindled wath the bow and arrows,

Thas ff‘:!;:ﬂl}' does not teach that
amateur game killing with extemporized
bows and arrows o 't be done, or that
the Noble Red Mo did not bring down
big game with flint tips; but if vour Loje-
ful n“_\]i!“ilu: plun-' to break, break, broak

the game laws or anything ol=c an the
eold gray Newfloundland Capt.
Dugmore himself would prohabls sdviee
vou to have him tuke u gun.

Which 1= mmly a svmplom ol gur-
rulons anecdotage of the present winter's
part, and nothmg agminst the cuccess of
the Captuin’s opus with the kuds, whove
heroes cannot druw a bow 100 long.  They
will like the Captain’s photographs and
the dlusteations whieh Philips B Goodwin
vontributes.

ADWEXTURES IXN BEAVER STREAM

CAMIP. By Carr. A, Ruaipme Dra

monr.  Donbleday, Page & o, #1005,

stone=

stones

Men o War, by Andreas Latzko, whieh
was withdrawn from circulstion by Bom
& Laveright, the publishors, last Jine, 18
again heing distributed.
suppri=sed in the Central Empires when
it first appeared 1 1917 and it- author
competled 1o flee for safely 10 Switzer-
Iand.  The publishers announce that Men
e War hns alrendy gone into 1= eighth
printing in this country and mto its third
printing in Eagland.

The ook was

FAR AWAY = LONG AGO

W. H. HUDSON’S Autobiography is Wonderful for

COLOR

All the tropical brilliance of Argentina is in its pages; he pictures the
lifr of the pimpas, of quaint, old Buenos Ayres, and the vivid, naiural

growth of South American forests, as it had never yet been done,

ACTION

The book s full of stories of odd, adventurous characters who
drifted scross the author's path in that strange land, and of hus own

sdventures as hunter snd naturabst, in the wonderful vutdeor hie

he describes.

PERSON_ There are few books which so simply and sincercly poriray the

grewth of a soul.

ALITY

1t is of extracrdinary interest, in thit beng a
poet, scientist and writer of unusual skill he has given his reccllee-

tions a value which few biographies possess, by resson «f (his utter

sincerity and lack of sclf consciousness.
the book is fescinating.

From any pont of view

**He has crowded remote and immense regions with objects
of intenscly vital interest to us.”'- New York Tribune.
By the Author of “The Purple Land,” “The Crystal Age,” etr
Cloth, $2.50 Nt

At all Boolsteres
Pr!fc;r rafre

E. P. DUTTON & CO.

#81 Fifth Ave.,
MNew York
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